A     L OND ON     YEAR

The tattooed woman is built on the tonnage
principle. She wears a pair of black knickers and
a spangled toque. She takes off a coat and says :

* Here on my left arm is Rule Britannia and on
my right a Japanese gentleman. On my chest is
the Mexican eagle and a Red Indian.'

Her body is a sort of League of Nations.

c On my back', she explains, turning round,
* England and America are united.'

She then faces us with an indignant expression.

e I regret', she says, ' that owing to the hypocrisy
of certain people in the neighbourhood I can't show
you my legs ! But if you look at my tights you can
see the blue showing through.'

A short-sighted elderly man with pince-nez walks
up to the stage and peers at her solemnly.

4 That's right, old dear,' she cries, * have a good
look.5

I fight my way back through the crowds to the
other side of the course.

It is a few minutes to three.

From the paddock canter one by one the Derby
runners. The note of the crowd drops an octave.
The babel in TattersaU's goes on as the bookmakers
make the last-minute bets. Easy, long-legged,
pulling, nervous, the horses, with their crouched
jockeys like monkeys in coloured jackets, canter
across the grass past the grand stand, where the King
directs his field-glasses on them. The voice of the
crowd leaps up again as the favourite comes along,
his smooth gallop like the working of an oiled
machine. They canter back and go far off to the
starling-point. After them trail a remnant of the

94